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Who, with high nostrils snuffing up the wind,

Now stood the champions of the savage kind.

Just opposite, within the circled place,

Ten of our bold Abencerrages3 race

(Each brandishing his bull-spear in his hand)

Did their proud jennets gracefully command.

On their steel'd heads their demi-lances wore

Small pennons, which their ladies' colours bore.

Before this troop did warlike Ozmyn go;

Each lady, as he rode, saluting low ;

At the chief stands, with reverence more profound,

His well-taught courser, kneeling, touched the ground ;

Thence raised, he sidelong bore his rider on,

Still facing, till he out of sight was gone.

Boab. You praise him like a friend \ and I confess,
His brave deportment merited no less.

Abdelm. Nine bulls were launched* by his victorious

arm,

Whose wary jennet, shunning still the harm,
Seemed to attend the shock, and then leaped wide :
Meanwhile, his dext'rous rider, when he spied
The beast just stooping, :twixt the neck and head
His lance, with never-erring fury, sped.

Aben. My son did well, and so did Hamet too;
Yet did no more than we were wont to do;
But what the stranger did was more than man.

Abdelm.   He finished all those triumphs we began.
One bull, with curled black head, beyond the rest,
And dew-laps hanging from his brawny chest,
With nodding front a while did daring stand,
And with his jetty hoof spurned back the sand;
Then, leaping forth, he bellowed out aloud:
The amazed assistants back each other crowd,
While monarch-like he ranged the listed field;
Some tossed, some gored, some trampling  down  he
killed

"' Lanced."